THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER

were far more deeply rooted. The houses had stood
for centuries - the storms of years had beaten round
them, a thousand suns had burned them white.

So it was with the people. They were real people -
they were not only presidents of corporations, wives
of presidents of corporations, stenographers of pre-
sidents of corporations. They were just people - lov-
ing life and hating it, drinking and dying and being
born again. Their voices rang more true, their smiles
flashed more vividly, there was a depth of mystery in
their eyes.

I talked to several cats - in Spanish, of course,
Only fools imagine that one can talk to cats in any
language. I once took a grey Persian, which had
been brought up in Oxford, to Paris, and it was
quite incapable of making itself understood. I used
to watch it on the garden wall, as it endeavoured to
start a conversation with its new Parisian friends, and
they merely shrugged their shoulders, passing by
with a whisk of their tails. It could not have been
because of any lack of chic on the part of my Persian,
who was the most elegant cat you ever saw.

Then, we lunched, and went to the races. I am
very fond of races. I think that they would be better

without the horses, but one cannot expect perfection.

The crowd compensates for everything. This crowd
was superb. It was replete with monsters. One saw
men so fat that one felt they were doing it on purpose.
One saw dwarfs hobbling along, talking in high-
pitched voices. One saw lunatics, flicking their
fingers in the air and putting out their tongues at the